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LXXVT
Aruna on the Lotus, Hibiscus red. A tiwirling rope of love, a spear-eye A rain-bow syrup, a floral boquet, A quiver of boons a dreadless thud, A chain crystalline, a tantra sacred, Trine:eyed fire lashing athanasy Rippled with seeds-gnosis sportively Mother alphabets tend in hues love-bred Let me drink and bibe this wordy spring And dote on her bosomy hegemony Like as a chatter-bird on a wing Of love aflutter, more like a Chakoree In free flight, chartered to fling Cadences, red-drops of Arun-artery!
LXXVII
Never-near-ldeal Sempiternal! Halasya Kshetra! Royal roads! Tusker's tread! Long promenades and codes, Of Earth-vent; none can but see thy spell Fish-eyed Queen; enticing gates open to tell Of thy fort of Sripuram; rounded nodes Reachless in-shade like choric trin odes "On bhoota, bhavishya, Vartamanakaal To reflect, rehearse, reify in abstract In plenitude, in cantatory lights, In ichorous weal of temper and tact! A route-march of spermic siderites! Spiritus mundi come close in thy Act Gesturing me to coral gulfs and straits!rating a fruity slavery Unto me, mine, and all human kine.                                     ; to pyro-cute.are Of me and lurch me fore'er unageingi                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
